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Foreword 2020 Edition 


In 2018, I created a project called #FailedArtist that was about enjoying the 
experience of creating art in it’s many different forms. It was a way to expose 
myself, my thoughts, and many of the poems in the orginal edition were soaked 
in the call for social action through the lense of self-righteousness due to the 
over-attachment to the material reality. #FailedArtist was a way to reset, a way 
for me to pursue an internal and external journey that would affirm the reality that 
I’d been hiding from everyone bar from close friends and family. A reality that was 
filled with spirituality, synchronicity and symbiosis. More than just creating art or 
exploring the mysterious, I wanted to be able to show a self-destructing method 
for self-evaluation without judgement, a self-destructing method that retunes our 
self-awareness, and a repeatable, self-destructing method to acquire the skills 
for self-actualisation (manifestation) a way to pragmatically show the magic we 
all possess. 


Fragments 

Dissolve your current reality, take the pieces that you need and plunge into the 
unknown. 

Foundations 

Creating the groundwork for the new reality whilst dealing with the troubles of 
existing. 

Surreal Landscape 

A tool to manifest a vision for the future that will allow 

symbiosis and sustainable evolution of internal and external ecosystems. 


AstroJay90 (Jason Ridpath), May 2020 



Universe 

The universe seems alone and cold from this perspective. 

Creating something it can’t hold in the hopes of solving a future crisis. 
Ticking over or ticking under, will it drag us out or sumberge us in. 

Will we look in so we can change how we look out. 

Will we look out so we can change how we look in. 

We can adapt and overcome, I won’t stop repeating it like a mantra 


The Void 

Looking for clarity? 

Close your eyes and breathe. 

Use the pain and all of the darkness. 

Use the pleasure and all of the light. 

Don’t be ignorant of all that exists in between these states. 

Don’t be ignorant of all the things that exist outside of these states. 

Create form from the formless ; allow form to lose it’s order. 

Allow it to become recycled, allow it to become repurposed. 

Allow it to reshape, allow it to redefine and allow it to streamline. 

Let our intentions create a whole that defies the habits of space and time. 
Let us create new worlds whilst encouraging the growth of life. 

Beyond the void is a light that shines bright. 

Where we can learn, free from judgement and free from fright. 

Allow it to collapse so it can be rebuilt. 

Allow it to be rebuilt so it can collapse. 

Form from the formless, a source of our symbiosis. 



Guide 

Thoughts of suicide used to occupy my mind every morning, 
every noon and every night. 

This existence was not it. 

I’d lost touch with the spirits,. 

I’d tuned out instead of tuning in. 

The illumination of the architecture acted as a call, it revealed our 
collective source, but the mythology was all wrong. 

Early enlightenment swapped for fleeting and illusory pleasure. 
Guide where have you gone? 

Have you returned back to the one. 

Or have you decided to be reborn as a someone. 

Good luck and I hope you have fun. 

I’m bound to the light enjoying another horizon. 



The Brand 


A vision of the brand was all I could see. 

The seller of the enigma. 

The seller of the misery. 

The seller of the great mystery. 

Once wore a suit, now I’ve become a tree. 

Love Everything 

Love the pleasure. 

Love the pain. 

Love the sun. 

Love the rain. 

Love what you lose and love what you gain. 

The divine reigns supreme with a childish laugh. 

Love everything. 

It’s not easy and it can be quite the task. 

Love everything. 

Winter 

Sun, yellow. 

Grass, green. 

Sky, blue. 

It’s all terribly cold still. 

Not yet summer barely even spring. 

The seasons are threatening a change. 

I can’t feel a thing. 

Delayed Genesis 

Spring was delayed. 

Washed out by rain. 

Smell of the sun resurges my energy, healing my pain. 



I’ll Wait 


Time doesn’t stall. 

Can’t bend to your call. 

I remember the winter when the ice made me fall. 

I dragged you down beside me. 

We looked up beyond the mountains as the sun became our torch. 

I promised I’ll wait. 

If it was heaven I’d have to wait outside the pearly gates. 

If it’s on the astral plane you could come to the place by the cosmic sea. 



Rain In Summer 


Feels so strange to hear the droplets of rain. 

Tapping on the ledge and infecting my brain. 

The noise plays like a playlist of our favourite songs. 

Beauty seems to conform to the lies of artistry. 

Our winter was always survival of the fittest. 

Our summer was trying to balance out the hits and the misses. 
I wished upon borrowed time that our pain would disappear. 
The summer ends making way for another academic year. 

The trials and tribulations are still here. 

Manifestation must still be in gestation 

Cold 

The sun has packed up my bags and made me leave the nest. 
The pale reflection pales in the shadow of your refraction. 
Magnetic, the colours of your smile are so vivid. 

Too colourful for such a horrible reality. 

You’ll be ‘ever engrained in the catacombs of my mind. 



For Sale 


Sell me pieces of your life. 

Trinkets for me to gorge upon. 

Crows pecking on your skull. 

Existing evermore beyond the light. 

Existing evermore beyond the darkness. 

Existing evermore beyond the models of this life. 


Talk 

I love it when it’s like this. 

I knew you were sceptical. 
Riding the flowers. 

Hoovering the leaves. 

I know this is what we need. 
Our own language. 

Grow, grow big as trees. 
First, we must sew the seed. 
Don’t pull at the weeds. 
Grass disagrees. 

Hovering bees. 

Humans scream and flee. 
Planes engines screams. 

Go back inside. 

Spin again. 



These Hands 


My breath stinks from my early-morning whiskey. 

It’s still fermenting inside of me. 

Bubbles of sick - let’s take a ride. 

My throat a fairground for my stomach acid. 

Night after night. 

I slam them back. 

All in the hopes it will all fade to black. 

Broken shards of glass. 

The perfect personification of my struggles. 

Art is abstract so are my perspectives. 

Fragments fracture me, through the division I see unity. 

Through the fallacy of competition and individualism you can see we are mutually 
interdependent, the enemy fuels the enemy whilst starving their allies. 

A better you is a better me. 

A better me is a better you. 

A better us a better them. 

A better them a better us. 

Where’s the line between us and them, I’ve still yet to find it. 

So, I bet on red because I feel I am correct. 

I bet on us all co-existing, interplanetary success. 

The architect of my exploration. 

Was the architect of my expiration. 

The mirror held the answer. 

So it would only glance at me. 

Upon entry and exit of the room. 

I was a stranger. 

Strange, deranged, failing to see my change. 

I stumbled across the answer to the question that had been plaguing my brain. 
Such an immense amount of pain. 

Who was the architect? 

I look down at my blood soaked hands. 

That is when the answer was found. 

These hands of mine are the hands of the architect. 



Pathogenesis Unknown 

As I put on my evening gown. 

Delusion is not apathy. 

We need to construct synergy. 

Holding on suggestively. 

Losing grip of the dark and losing grip of me. 
Did I ever really have a grip of that? 

How many times can an ego die a death only 
to come back again. 


Hard Worker 

How did you work this? 

How did you avoid the crisis? 

How did you work harder? 

Hard worker, where are your plaudits? 
Your whole life is an audit. 

I’m the mastermind. 

Can you still not applaud this. 
Megaphone. Fanny pack, another tourist! 
Nobody can touch this. 

If you can, I’ll applaud it. 

I’ll build you a platform. 

Just to make sure that you’re sorted. 



The Euphoria Of Eureka 

Who are you? 

Euphoria. 

I’ve heard you rush over us before we pass. 

So guess I should raise a glass to the hungry ghost. 

For this wine shall not be spoilt. 

It shall be thrown down our gullets. 

Whilst enjoying euphoria at its fullest. 

Look up at the fair moon and we shall laugh. 

Immerse yourself in life don’t let our helpless vessels pass 
on the lonely seas of the universe. 

Happy Hour 

Easy to preach from behind the glass. 

Calling mechanical arms, taps. 

While the kids proclaim they’ll tap that. 

Glowing edges are nothing more than stylish cracks. 
Tequila sunrise is a metaphor for the urge that never dies 

Drinking Daydream 

What harm would it do. 

If I only had a few. 

Enough for a buzz. 

Enough just to cut loose. 



Alcohol And Wine 

Alcohol and wine. 

Distinguish the difference . 

Diffuse the distance. 

Misuse of persistence. 

The radio has become deaf. 

Absent be the keyboard. 

I know it’s been read. 

Sleep, try to sleep. 

Disengage. 

I know it’s been read. 

So I get out of bed. 

Drinking alcohol and wine again. 

A mixture that guarantees my head will be a mess again. 



Hangover 


Blurred visions of early morning. 

On the paper, I left a warning. 

My fingerprint in the ink layered with grease, 
leaving a red scar upon my legs and my arms. 

The pain seemed like it would always be there. 

Physically, mentally, emotionally and spiritually unaware. 

Another drink to stop these thought processes. 

How much do I need to drink to numb my basic existence? 

Never realising that help comes from within and so does the truth. 
Matthew, I will always try to remember it, The Truth Within. 


Nightmare Ensues. 

Where is the rope. 

No it’s not a joke. 

Not a shock tactic. 

I need to choke. 

Sipping more until I feel submerged. 

A small slip because of what I’ve sipped. 

Four hours of fun for the return of an old vice. 

With open arms I greet you. 

Like an old friend back from a voyage. 

Into the wee hours we laughed. Jim, Jack, and our old Russian friend. 
The next day you lay empty by the foot of my bed. 

Empty bottles that were filled with spirits, now dead. 

My stomach alive with an abundance of acid. 

Vomit-less wrenching. 



Four 


Four more years to endure. 

For four hours of fun. 

As me and the bottle lay on the floor. 

Tucked under my arm and close to my chest. 
Will I ever let this habit rest. 


Battling Zombies, The Holy Ghost, and My Demon 

Old friend. 

You share my brain. 

Same discomforts. 

Enduring pain. 

Polaroids in a smashed frame. 

Spirits absolve me of sins. 

Absent minded grin. 

I’ve never tried gin. 

Laughing. 

Playfully, I tease my dis-ease. 

Oh, look here, look now, and look at me as I triumph valiantly over thee. 
Good riddance to this dis-ease. 

I’m not foolish enough to believe that you will stay deceased. 

You are a zombie, the holy ghost, and my demon. 

You make me weak at the knees. 

Not a complement as flattering as it may seem. 

I can no longer nourish thee. 

I can only show you the light. 

I try to avoid the feeling of being right. 

It can be a toxic sneeze on society. 



Be Quiet 

Sorry for being stern. 

And, for my excessive apologies. 

Now, won’t you please wait your turn. 

Be quiet old friend. 

Thought I needed you. 

Often conceded truths. 

Acted absent and aloof. 

Drank you to test my youth. 

Old friend, Jim, Jack, and the Russian Vodka. 

Hats off, our times were top of the pops. 

Plastic bag was our one stop. 

Drinking Cuba in the forest near Fort Doorson. 

How did things get so good. 

I know they felt so dreadful. 

How did things get so good. 

Idealising the past oblivious of how you felt in the moment. 
Only idealising it because it has gone away. 

How did things get so good. 

It was only because I silenced an old friend. 

Liquor can never lick my wounds. 

Maybe I can heal by getting woke. 



Punchline 


Woke is the punchline to my joke. 

You’re still being fed by the media. 

Social media gives you a voice which is easily silenced by inaction and apathy. 
People want an excuse not to believe. 

Explore beyond the boundaries. 

Find your new hope. 

Question the answers by balancing on the tight rope. 

I hear the waves of the future crashing beside me. 

My last piece of oxygen is stolen. 

We live on borrowed time. 

The radio plays Johnny Cash, I Walk The Line. 

I get lost in his story. 

I find refuge in his art and his mind. 

Life is a challenge and it’s a grind. 

I can make it easier, but short term solutions never solve the decadence, it must 
decay and be repurposed. 

The true meaning of wealth has long since seen the light of day. 

You can’t cherry pick a hero to fit your narrative. 


Neon Cartoon 

Saturday Afternoon. 

Skip the midday news. 

For some neon cartoons. 

True to life. 

True to colour. 

Bolder and bowled over. 

Crushingly sober. 

No headache. 

No hangover. 

Hydrated tongue. 

Gone was the brown urine 
My liver repairing. 

As the horse lights another cigarette. 



Forget 


Forget red. 

Forget the reprise. 
Forget the patterns 
Forget the test. 
Your brain is tired. 
Please forget. 


Not Going Out 

Holding on to the metal frame. 

Only thing that keeps you tethered to this game. 
Even though we’re in agonising pain. 

I try to retell the drain. 

Offer a gem of wisdom. 

In my pocket were grains. 


Cosmic Beach 

We could see the place from the porch. 

The mountains that ran off course. 

The place by the cosmic sea of course. 

Sand in our toes. 

Sand in our eyes. 

Sand in our souls. 

Every grain of sand representing a thought. 

Every line in your hand, representing a path we no longer travel on. 
Every silent woosh is a call back to previous lines from previous books, 
or books that are yet to be published. 

Be still and I’ll see you at the cosmic beach. 

Where we can refuel and refill. 



Silent Laugh 

It was silent as they passed. 

Caught up in our jokes having a good laugh. 

I wonder what was the last thing that the conscience did concede before it 
lost it’s anchor to this dream. 

We may never know, lucky are the ones who do silently pass. 

They don’t cling and they don’t thrash. 

They relive memories and relive all the laughs. 

Bon voyage! You are free to come back. 


Sorry My Love 

I am the last bang on the drum. 

A spine chilling blast of frost. 

Delirium steering me. 

Look into the mirror. 

A grim grin staring back at me. 

The tree calls out to be seen. 

Inverted Microsoft screen. 

Corporate identity schemes. 

The brand revealing itself on bended knee. 



Princess I 


Princess lays down on her back. 

Taught the proper way to act. 

Stressful like a reoccurring heart attack. 

Don’t ask, don’t look, and don’t talk back. 

Princess II 

Fumbling stumbling and often wondering. 

What happens to the Princesses that stay trapped? 

Hate the idea we are all trapped waiting for that hail mary pass. 

Because the Holy Mary has already passed. 

I skip mass. In this tower you’ve created. I’m trapped. 

Concepts that play into little boys and girls heads are often a toxic mess at best. 
It was just our closest guess, but time has not withstood that test. 

Damsel in distress or the knight in a flowing dress. 

Sorry, I must have misread. 

No, that’s what I meant, somebody shout Jeff. 

Princess III 

All my old ways. 

Haunt me again. 

Cocaine, alcohol, and the silly mind games that I play to stay awake. 

Just avoiding the parade as were shuffling closer to our grave. 



Princess IV 


You can’t contain this. 

I feel it deep within. 

So tired of having to keep it disconnected. 

I don’t need life support, I just need to live. 

Open up camera. 

Grin. 

Share with the world. 

Forget the haters. 

Forget the sin. 

If I’m in the game of life. 

I’ll make sure I’ll win. 

Who’s coming? 

Is anybody even reading? 

Or are you all robots who are still afraid of living, still afraid of loving. 

Prince and Princess 

I talk to you when nobody is around. 

You helped me to keep my eyes from staring at the ground. 

I know I’ll miss all the sounds. 

People look as if I’m crazy. 

I’ve already feasted on your wry looks. 

I’ve took it all in. 

Devoured it. 

Let it be. 

Cast me in the shadow. 

I eat sins for breakfast. 

They always ask why are you so trapped in your head. 

Looking glum and filled with sadness. 

Because I’m on a vacation from this mortal vessel, a vessel which has become a 
shipwreck rusting in Mariana’s trench. 

On autopilot, because I hate the thought of feeling alive. 

Never being enough for what everyone needs. 

Who put these expectations that are so great upon my head? 

I forgot, I am the architect. 

Royals only exist in our breath they no longer exist after we’ve taken our last sip 
of oxygen. 



Red’s Reprise 


Your words are drowned out by the engine. 

The rain smacking across the wind shield. 

It was a perfect storm but I didn’t know how you’d feel. 
I wish the car would’ve have broken down. 

Or something was said sooner. 

We were so unsettled by the moon. 

The moon is an old friend but yet it taunts me. 

The moon witnessed Red’s Reprise. 

In all its glory. 

Fornicating with confidence. 

The outcome’s my disguise. 

Your smokescreen caught my eye. 

It was a false start not Red’s Reprise. 

Red Warning In The Morning 

Don’t look directly at red. 

Count the tiles instead. 

Don’t look beyond red. 

Know your limits, go to bed. 

Chasing Red 

I’ve been chasing red. 

I’ve been trying to get ahead. 

I’ve been told to be careful where you tread. 

Stop 

I forgot all of this. 

Then I remember. 

I don’t need the mental gymnastics. 

Because it only makes me cry for my heart to pop. 

STOP! KNOW YOUR OWN LIMITS! 



Intermission 


Spin again . 

Don’t pass go. 

You sunk my battleship. 

Good luck. 

Try again. 

Finish him. 

Game over. 

Spin again. 

Youth 

Thought I had super powers. 

When you shot the bow and arrow. 
The metal tip missed. 

Burrowing beside my feet. 

Lay my shirt on the concrete. 

Staring down at my dirty feet. 

Your scattered Polaroids. 

Fighting for one last memory. 

Before our youth is deceased. 

Youth II 

Youth slowly sneaking up on me. 
Older generations slowly disengaging. 
All my youth is fading. 

Youth III 

Youth surpassing me. 

Hope blossoming beyond a disease. 
That’s the light that carries me. 

An eternal flame finally at ease. 



Anew Interlude 


You stood there and you knew. 

The price of truth, knowing the value of virtue. 

Too busy playing in the back of the field. 
Wondering what interpersonal magic I could yield. 

Wash me in the river. 

Until the water runs clear. 

River, will you wash me until I am clean and anew. 
Come down to the edge of the river. 

Until I am me and then I am you. 

You never did let your trigger finger twitch. 

In the corner of your eye there was a wish. 

Instead, you just cleaned another dish. 

Vacant gaze dreaming of the abyss. 

Wash me in the river. 

Until the water runs clear. 

River, will you wash me until I am clean and anew. 
Come down to the edge of the river. 

Until I am me and then I am you. 

I take more than a second to breathe. 

I knew you were waiting for us to be. 

Sorry, it took so long to see. 

Now, death is creeping up on me. 

Wash me in the river. 

Until the water runs clear. 

River, will you wash me until I am clean and anew. 
Come down to the edge of the river. 

Until I am me and then I am you. 



What’s Inside Your Chest? 


What would you put inside your treasure chest. 

The treasure only you can cherish, would it just be bite size treats for you to 
indulge up on, what fragments would keep and what would 
fragments would you leave. 

The Numbers 

Familiar are the dial tones. 

The numbers they do reveal. 

Non-linear narrative. 

What’s the deal? 

Decade 

Crack expanding. 

Water still trickling. 

Sirens wail from the abyss. 

I follow the cry. 

Mind vacant. 

Mortality adrift. 

Waiting for the key shift. 

Run towards me. 

Run from me. 

Doubtless horizon. 

Love in its infancy. 

Indigo blue. 

My first truth. 



Drum Sticks 


Stacks of sticks broken. 

Missed opportunities. 

Overgrown nose hair. 

Clippers kept under the stairs. 

Every moment a note for our symphony. 
Lines crafted from broken hope. 
Crawling for the rope. 

Beg for mercy. 

A grain of sympathy. 

Defeated in victory. 

Commercial break. 


Butterlie 

Butterfly won’t you lie with me. 
Butterfly won’t you fly with me. 
Butterfly won’t you lie with me. 
Butterfly won’t you fly with me. 

But he lies so dangerously. 

But she flies so courageously. 

But they cry so contagiously. 

Why do I scream outrageous things. 

Butterfly won’t you lie with me. 
Butterfly won’t you fly with me. 
Butterfly won’t you lie with me. 
Butterfly won’t you fly with me. 



The Anorak 

For, The Anarok. 

Mighty is the blue light. 

Emasculated pancakes, what a treasure, it’s a sure fire delight. 
Brain farts. 

Hi Jeff, was that alright? 

Channel everything. Positive and the negative. 

You exist! When will you realise this? 

Darkness is in everything. 

Always on the outskirts lurking in. 

Our universe sits in the middle of this. 

So much of it to use. 

Imagine if we channelled it. 

Showed everyone how to channel it. 

We could evolve beyond our need to exist. 

Have you ever felt an astral kiss? 

Beyond the boundaries of what is. 



Lost On Unknown Stars 


Spinning so fast whilst you’re standing still. 

The mold collecting on my window sill. 

A reference for my chronicles. 

A chronological account of a non-linear path. 

I some times wash my self in the universe’s bath. 

It’s delightful to float between dimensions free from the 
tensions of the straying thread that tether us in place. 



No Volume 

Para- pause. 

Paradoxical binoculars. 

Soul dockers. 

Head knockers. 

No volume. 

Automated captions. 

Robot fired. 

A dummy blindly reads the autocue. 
Promoted and paid till he retires. 

Robocop still stuck in Roblox. 

Mini-androids that wash pots. 

Do clocks still tick tock? 

Fudge, the oven’s still hot! 

Volume Level 8 

Product testing. 

I before a noun. 

Rat trap. 

Big Brother on my little couch. 

Thomas The Tank. 

I’ll negate the finders fee. 

Gigantic subtext. 

Life of the party. 

Deathdrop! 

Hold for applause. 

The silence takes a hold. 

I can live for a lifetime in an awkward pause. 



Realising Reality 

The architect, red, and my desire. 

Are all by-products of my deadly sire. 

Constructions are ‘man made. 

We’ve become self-fulfilling prophecies. 

Logic is not the enemy of imagination. 

It’s merely a tether to our best-guess, to a version of reality, or to a vision of a test. 
Logic blinds you from emotion. 

Emotion blinds you from logic. 

It’s about using all your tools. 

Anything which has been used to excess can become faulty. 

When we rebuild our eco-systems we will realise our evolution isn’t stumped. 

It’s just waiting for our next jump, a leap of faith in to the unknown. 



Revelation Of Evolution 

Nowhere left to run. 

Nowhere left to grow. 

Just decaying. 

You can’t hide away from the challenges. 

You can’t blame them on someone else. 

We always need to be accountable. 

The tension that we create has become palpable. 

Were you expecting a revelation? 

Something heavier than a ton. 

Make you feel like you’ve won. 

You can only reveal truth by experience, even that’s relative. 
I am not able to do the work for you. 

I’ll always be here to teach you and to support you through. 



The End Of The Line 


The true end to infinity is hope because it’s followed by a crushing blow. 

Death is conning and then there are no more notes. 

There is solace, Isn’t there? In knowing, really knowing. 

Except there isn’t because some most will simply refuse to fathom it because they 
enjoy chasing ghost, they enjoy feeding the hungry ghost. 

Not only this but you’re still not woke, remember the punlchline to previous jokes. 
Beyond brand guidelines and others notes. 

You are in the game of life, enjoy it before it goes and what goes will regrow. 
Everything is precious. 

That’s how things get sold. It’s a hoax. 

Just to coax a purpose. 

Another misuse of hope. 

Be awake. 

Be asleep. 

Ignore me. 

It doesn’t change the truth of the matter. 

We are all energy but it doesn’t matter? Matter! 

Just make sure you matter. If you only help one life. 

It snowballs. Even after our light has gone out. 

Leave a legacy of love. 

Leave a legacy of hope. 

Leave a legacy of truth. 

Abstract breathing. 

Unravelling the division between us and them, the division that doesn’t exist. 



Moth 


You’re a pest. 

Leave me alone. 

Fly past. 

Sorry, that I tried to squat you away. 

An image grows in my mind. 

Your face. 

Laughing, filled with hope. 

Life begins in the dark, life grows with light, 
and life lives beyond all concepts. 


Moth II 

Stone cold sober. 

Never felt like she was getting older. 
Now I know her beyond all the facts. 


Moth III 

Always told of the great afterlife. 
What if they are right. 

Reincarnation can be after this life. 
That’s why the moth loves the light. 


Moth IV 

All these thoughts in a nanosecond. 
As I squatted the moth away. 

That’s when I realised you were okay. 
I needed to guide you to the light. 

So you could live happily beyond it. 
With your ancestors living in bliss. 
Living on a plane close to this. 



Cry or Laugh 

You came back as a moth. 

You were being a pest. 

See if I could past the test. 

We love you. 

We miss you. 

Can’t wait to see you again. 

Be quiet old friend. 

I don’t need comfort in you. 
Liquor will not heal my wounds. 

Cry Or Laugh: Part Two 

Close your eyes. 

Love is our home planet. 

Rest your sleepy head. 

This is the end of this quest. 

We love you. 

We miss you. 

Can’t wait to see you again. 



Family Values 

You’re always on my arm. 

Our last memory in the car. 

You’re always in our hearts. 

When the camcorder died so did the glint in our eyes. 

Half a decade. 

But, your love, your memories always seem to find me when I need them 
the most. 

Every nerve ending vibrating, goosebumps multiplying. 

They’ll always last. 

Sometimes I’m happy. 

Sometimes I’m sad. 

Most of all, I’m glad. 

For the family, you’ve helped to create with Nan. 

Our family values, the love, and the laughter you’ve brought to our lives. 
To be open to love. 

To be open to laughter. 

To be open to others. 

To be able to forgive. 

To live with few regrets. 

The lessons you taught your children. 

The lessons you taught your grand-children. 

These are lessons we will teach our children. 

It’s everything that inspires me to be a better me. 

The love that you’ve instilled in us all. 

Sometimes my mind will stall. 

You’re always on my arm. 

Our last memory in the car. 



Ancestors 


I love you and all the things that make you, you. 

Blessed that you always told me the truth. 

Blessed that you were always true to you, filled with love and 
still filled with youth. 

Not many have had a life as fulfilling as you, not many will. 
Love without condition, a passion that’s always simmering, 
a life unreeling, excited to begin. 


STU 

Hey Stu, how are you? 

Been a while. 

Do you remember the light you brought into our lives. 

I always will. 

You saw our potential. 

You pushed us to be better. 

I know I was young. 

Too young to understand. 

Too young to be true. 

I know you were just being you. 

The people that you introduced us too are just as loving as you. 
Your light still lives on, I miss you and often wonder what life would 
be like if you made it through. 

I miss you and we will always love you. 

Thank you for being you. 



Social Media 

Sell your soul for a tweet. 

Sell your soul for a new type of fame. 

Just to sell your podcast, blog, or an upcoming appearance at the local game. 
You’ve got the game all wrong. 

Use your art as a medium to express what you need to express. 

Not to be tied down by ideas or get trapped by internal and external mess. 

Or, to create a corrupted view of wealth. 

To be open to the elements and to the earth. 

When you’re at one with yourself. 

You’ll have to wade through some hurtful truths. 

You can learn. 

You can be taught. 

You can return hope. 

Our agendas are the same but you scream as if it’s a different aim, rather shoot 
blame. 

Just another prophet for lack of another name. 

Created by societal gain. 

The rich get richer, the poor get poorer, everybody else stagnates fighting 
amongst theirselves. 

Our agenda is the same but you scream and shout as if we have a different aim. 
Pick each other a part for their differing views, whilst believing the lies 
of the news. 

All sides must be open to change. 

Any agendas aimed at hate, prejudice, or anything which creates more pain and 
suffering are not adequate foundations for transformation. 



Bovine Poo 


You can’t teach an old dog new tricks. 

I call, bovine poo! 

Just an excuse to live in ignorant bliss 

Notepad 

Notepad filled with dreams. 

Notepad sprinkled with screams. 

Notepad of wishes. 

Collecting dust behind the mantle piece. 

Good Versus Evil 

Doubt, it always comes with a clout. 

My gravel filled driveway. 

Kept me awake at night. 

In my delirium, I caught Bin Laden peering in from the window, manifesting 
my chimney breast. 

An image that repeats on me. 

Good versus evil can be debated until infinity if life still exists. 

Good Versus Evil II 

News waves they are filtered in. 

Into the brain it funnels in. 

Killing the minds of curious kids. 

At the end of the tunnel there’s Harold Shipman. 

Why aren’t I running from the monsters? 

Always trying to understand them. 

Can I cure good and evil? 



Good Versus Evil III 


Beware of the bogeymen. 

Beware of the nasty men. 

Beware of the vile women. 

Beware of the organisms that are cruel for kicks. 

Beware of the television set. 

Beware of the internet. 

Beware of the thoughts in your head. 

Don’t submit to fear. 

Remember to love everything. 

Doesn’t mean you should allow actions that hurt, we should act and react 
as mindfully as we can because life is a minefield. 

Be the reason someone heals, not the reason they cling to pain. 

Good Versus Evil VI 

Women and men are equal. 

Both can be as cruel. 

Both can be as vindictive. 

Both can be as blind. 

The difference between good and evil is the will to change. 

Bad can turn good. 

Good can turn bad. 

We can’t change the past, but we can learn and heal from it. 

What’s right and wrong can lead us the wrong way. 

Humility and the ability to change. 



New In Relation To Better 

Further ahead. 

Technology seems to be the next step. 

Time travel. 

Space travel. 

Sleeping in upside-down beds. 

We can be the best version of ourselves then. 

All the tools to exist. 

Just a different name for patterns. 

Just a different name for similar realities. 

Eclipse The Earth 

Sometimes I want to eclipse the earth. 

Live in the shadow of a giant. 

In the darkness there would be hope. 

That we didn’t exist alone. 

I really want to be universally and socially aware. 

I really want to solve everyone’s problems. 

I’m not bothered about me or mine, I’ll let them die and let them find new life. 
The pathway to the future isn’t always as ready as you’d like my dear. 



I’m Upset With You 

You wasted your youth. 

I know you flirt with the truth. 

Mockery of absence. 

Barely aloof. 

Do you want the truth. I love you, you bloody fool. 
It was a piece of my heart you did steal. 

Now it’s just an artefact in your museum. 



Museum 


I forgot about this. 

The museum. 

The universe in my mind. 

Sustaining billions of life forms. 

Could you imagine the stress. 

As the universe begins to stretch. 

Space collapses. 

Heat death. 

Time crunches under our mess. 

Reset. 

Big Bang. 

Big Stretch. 

Big Crunch. 

A cycle. 

The hounds of death howl their discontent. 
The messages have been sent. 

Narrative, crazy, psychotic, unhinged, lies? 
The truth about dying. 

Set me free. 

Peace. 

Tranquillity. 

I know as you read this. 

You’ve heard this. 

You feel this. 

This is real. 

Behind the lies reveals a code. 

That heals the hole. 

I speak to you. 

Nobody else do I need to appeal to, just you. 
Love is the wheel. 



Love Is The Wheel 

Love keeps us moving. 

Love silences the hounds of death as they bark incessantly. 
Love is the fuel. 

Love is the currency. 

With that knowledge. 

Do as you please. 

Love is real. 

Love is the seal of approval. 



Mirrored Prophecy 

I noticed you in others. 

Talking behind their words. 

The hearthache and sorrow that led many to the earth. 

Find your own worth, we will have times when we hurt. 

Remember to love everything, even when it’s hard to do. 

Even when the political actors lie, even when we sow the lies of 
division, and even when we inhabit different realities. 

Love everything, when you do you will find a new level of compassion, not just for 
those you love or for those you think you hate. 

But, for yourself, to forgive yourself for the mistakes we’re all bound to make. 

With the fragments of who we were and who we want to become, we can create 
new foundations, so we can adapt with the waves of change, and then we will 
create a new landscape. 



Beyond The Stars 


Calling to Highway 249. 

This is the voice from above high. 

Your pathway is clear to the stars. 

Have a safe travel; we will see you shortly. 

I arrived alienated and alienated is how I shall leave. 

Gone now, so I can speak what I believe 
Ain’t gonna get preachy about greed. 

Or, tell anyone what life you should lead. 

I’m right here I’m just what you need. 

I’m right here, I’m just what you need. 

So as I press delete with glee. 

A whole universe of ideas that nobody got to see. 

A whole universe of lies I didn’t get to breathe. 

I’m a mess, but it’s organised mess that works with everything. 
Can you hear the cinema of deadly screams. 

That’s the future and now you can come clean. 

Let people you love know what they mean. 

Never cast anyone in the shadows. 

Or, send abuse behind a screen. 

We need to learn to listen before we learn how to speak but don’t 
sit silently on our hands. 

Don’t be afraid to leave if you’ve exhausted all the possibilities. 
Don’t wait for the world to give you a break. 

Don’t let it bring you to your knees. 

I want to end the idea of enemies. 

So we can co-exist peacefully. 

How do you think we got this far? 

It broke my heart that our tribes were ripped apart. 

As we looked for a new home to make a fresh start. 

Our first home is a shambles. It’s all but fallen apart. 

That’s where my surreal landscape will start. 























